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with mans fworne Spaufe ; Cetnotthy Sweet-heart on 
proud array, Tom's a cold- 
Lear. What haft ihpu bin? 

Sdg. A Seruingman ? Proud in heartland minde; that 
curl'd my hairc, worcGloucs in my cap ; feru'd the Luft 
of my Miftns heart, and did theacte of darkenefle ^vith 
her. Swore as many Oathcs r as I fpake words, & broke 
theminthsfweetfaccofHe3uen. One, that flcptin the 
contriving of Luft, and wuk'dto doeit; Winelou'dl 
dec-rely, f)icc deercly ; and in W oroan, out-Paramour'd 
the Turkc. Falfe of heart, light of eare, bloody of hand ; 
Hoginfloth 5 Foxe in ftcakh, Wojfe ingreedinefle,Dog 
in madnes, Lyon in prey .Let not the creaking of (hooes, 
Nor the* railing of Silkcs, betray thy poore heart to wo- 
man.. Kcepc thy foote out of Brothels, thy hand out of 
Plackets, thy pen from Lenders Bookcs, and defye the 
foule Fiend, Still through theHauthorne blowcsthe 
cold winde :Sayes fuum, mun,nonny,Dclphin my Boy, 
Boy SefejAet him trot by. Storme ft t il. 

Lear. Thou wert better in a Graue, then to anl wcie 
with thy vncouer'd body, this cxtremitic of the Skies. Is 
man no more then this? Confidcr him well. Thou ow'ft 
the Worme no Silke ; the Beaft, no Hide ; the Sheepe,no 
W 0o.lt j:the" Cat, no perfume. Ha? Here's three on's arc 
fophifticated. Jhoy w the thing it iclfe; vnaccomrr.o- 
dated man, is no more but fuch a poore, bare, forked A- 
nimallasthouart. Off, off you Lendittgs : Come,vn- 
button heere. 

Enter Gloucefter \witi 1 a Torch. 
Toole. Prythce Nuncklc be contented, 'tis a naugbtic 
niglictorfwrirome in. Now a little fire in a wildc Field, 
were like an" old letehers.hearr, a fmall fpark, all the reft 
on's body, cold : Looke, heere comes a walking fire. 

Edg. This is the foule Flibbertigibbet ; hec begins at 
Curfew, and walkes at firft Cocke : Hecgiucs the Web 
and the Pin, fquints the eye, and makes the Hare-hppe ; 
Milde wes the white Wheate, and hurts the poore Crea- 
tureofe3rth. 

Switholdfooied thrice the old, 
He met the Night-Mare,and her nine-fold ; 
Bid her a-liglu,and her troth-plight, 
And aroync thee Witch, aroynt thee. 
Kent. How fares your Grace ? 
Lear. What's he ? 

Kent, Who's there ? What is't you feeke? 
Glott, What are you there ? Your Names ? 
Sdg, Poore Tom, that eates the fwimming Frog, the 
Toad,.the Tod-pole, the wall-Neut, and the water : that 
in the furie of his heart, when the foule Fiend rages, eats 
Cow-dung for Sailers; fwailowcs the old Rat, and the 
ditch-Dogge 5 drinkes the green Mantle of the ftanding 
Poole : whois whipt frcm Tything to Tything, and 
ftocke,,puni(h'd,and imprifon'd : who hath three Suites 
to his bacKc, fixe fhircs to his body ; 

Horie to ride, and weapon to wcarc s 
But Mice, and Rats,and fuch fmall Dcare, 
Haue bin Toms food, for feuen long ycare : 
Beware my Follower. Peace Srnulkin,peacc thou Fiend. 
GIoh. What, hath your Grace no better company ? 
idg. The Prince of Darkenefle is a Gentleman. /dW* 
he's call 'd, 'and CfrUhu. 

Cjlcv. Ourflefh and blood, my Lord, isgrownefo 
vilde,thatit do th hate what gets it* 
Edgt Poore Tom's a cold, 
Glou. Go in with me 5 my duty cannot fuffet 
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Though their Iniunaipn be to barre^y <j 0o ' 8 

And let this Tyrannous night take hold vpon^ 5 
Yet haue I ventured to come fcekeyou out ^ 

And bring you where both fire, and food is' rfa ^ 

Lear. Firftletmc talke with this Philof™* y ' 
What is the caufc of Thunder ? miolo PK 

Kent. Good my Lord take his offer 
Go into th'houfe. $ 

Lear. He talke a word with this fame Wn-j n, 
What is your ftudy ? • krncd 

Edg. How to prcuent the Fiend, and to kill V,, 
Lear. Let me askc you one word in pri uac i * Ini 
Kent. Importune him once more to eo i j 
His wits begin t'vnfcttlc. °& OD1 ylord, 

Qh». Canft thou blame him? 
His Daughters feeke his death: Ah,that good K ^ 
He faid it would be thus : poore banifh'J I man . ' 
Thou fay eft the King growes mad, lie tell thee fil- * 
I am almoft mad my felfc. I had a Sonne cFri€nd 
Now out-iaw'd from my blood : he fought rovlif. 
But lately ; very late : I lou'd him (Friend) 1 
No Father his Sonne deerer : true co tell thee 
The grecfe hath crazed my wits. What a night's this \ 
Idobefcechyourgrace. 5 4 

Lear. O cry you mercy, Sir : 
Noble Philofopher, your company , 
Edg f Tom's a cold. 

Gbu. In fellow there,into th'Houcljkeep thee warn, 

Lear. Come, let sin all. 1 

Kent. This way,my Lord. 

Lear. Withhim; 
1 will kcepe ftill with my Philofopher. 

Kent. Good my Lord, footh him : 
Let him take the Fellow. 

GIqh. Take him you on. 

Kent. Sirr3i corne on : go along with vs. 

Lear. Come, good Athenian, 

CJIoh. No words.no words,hufh. 

Sdg. Childe Rowland to the darke Tower came, 
His word was ftill, fie, foh, and fummc, 
I fmeii the blood of a Brntifti man. Extmt 


Scena Quint a. 


Enter CornwalLand Edmund. 

Corn. Iwillhauemyreuengejcrcldeparthishoufc. 

'Baft. How my Lord, J may be cenfurcd, that Nature 
thusgiues way to Loyaltie, fotuething fearcs mee to 
thinke of. 

Cornw. I nowperceiue, it was not altogether your 
Brothers euill difpofuion made him feeke his death : but 
a prouoking merit fet a- workc by a rcprouable badncfle 
inhimfelfc. 

*Baft. How malicious is my fortune, that I mufi re- 
pent to be iuft > This is the Letter which hce fpoake of; 
which approucs him an intelligent partie to the aduanca- 
gesofFrance, O Heauens Jthat thisTreafon were not; 
or not I the detector. 

fan* Go withmetothcDutchefle, 

Baft. If thcrtiatterof this Paper be certain, you haue 
mighty bufincflc in hand. 

Con, 
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Corn. True or falfe, it hath made thee Ea rle of Glou- 
c e(lcr : feeke out where thy Father is, that hce may bee 
r eady for our apprehenfion. 

Bafi. If 1 finde him comforting the King, it will ftufte 
hisfulpition more fully. I will perfcuer in my courfe of 
Loyalty* though the conflict be fore betwecne that, and 
blood.- 

I will lay truft vpon thee : and thou fhak finde 
decre Father in my loue. Exeunt. 


Enter Kent % andGloucepr. 

Cloti. Heere is better then the open ayre,caks u thank- 
fully: Iwilipccce out the comforc wi:h what addition I 
canrlwilinotbelongfromyou. Exit 

Kent. AH the powre of hU vvits.baue giuen way to his 
impatience ; the Gods reward your kinduefle. 

Enter Lear^Sdgar^and Toole. 

Edg. Traterrctto cals me, and tells me Nero is an Ang- 
ler in the Lake of DarknciTe : pray Innocent, and beware 
the foule Fiend. 

Toole. Prythee Nunkie tell me,whether a madman be 
a Gentleman,or a Yeoman. 

hear. AKing,aKing. 

Toole. No, he's a Yeoman, thatha's a Gentleman to 
hi$ Sonne : for hce's a mad Yeoman that fees his Sonne a 
Gentleman before him. 

Lear. To haue a thoufand with red burning fpits 
Come hizzing in vpon 9 em. 
Sdg. BlelTethyfiue wits^ 
Kent. O pitty : Sir,where is thepatience now 
That you fq oft haue boafted to retainc ? 

Sdg. My teares begin to take his part fo much, 
They marre my counterfetting. 

Lear. The little dogges, and all j 
Trey, Blanch ,and S wcet-licart : fee, they barke at me. 

Sdg. Tom, will throw his head at them : Auaunc you 
Curres, be thy mouth or blackc or white : 
Tooth that poyfons if it bite : 
Ma(hfFe,Grey-hound, Mongrill,Grim, 
Hound or Spaniell, Brache,or Hym : 
OrBobtaile tight, orTroudlc tailc v 
Tom will make him wecpe and waile, 
For with throwing thus my head ; 
Dogs leapt the hatch, and all are fled. 
Do,de $ de,de : fefe : Come, march to Wakes and Fayres, 
And Market Townes : poote Tom thy home is dry, 

Lear. Then let them Anatomize 'Kggav : Sec what 
breeds about her heart. Is there any cauie in Nature that 
roakethefehard-hearts. You fir, Ientertainefor one of 
ray hundred 5 only, I do not like the fafliion of your gar- 
ments You will fay ihcy are Pcrfian; but let them bee 
chang'd. 

Enter G loft er. 

Kent. Now good my Lord,lycheere,and reft awhile. 
Lear. Make no noife,makeno noifc, draw theCur- 
taincs : fo^OjWec'l go to Supper i'th'morning. 
Foole r And lie go to bed at noonc. 
Clou. Come hither Friend : 
Where is the King my Mafter? 
Kent. Here Sir,but trouble him not,his wits are gon. 




GIoh. Good friend)-! prythee take him in thy ar&es : 
I haue ore-heard a plot of death vpon him: 
There is a Litter ready, lay him in'c, 
And driue toward Douei friend, where thou {halt meetc 
Both welcome, and protcftion. Take vp thy Mafter, 
If thou fhould'rt dally halfe an houre, his life 
With thine, and all that offer to defend-bim, 
Stand in affured loffe. Take vp, take vp, 
And follow me, that will to fome prouifion 
Giue thee quicke conduct. Come,come,away. Exevni 
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tmer Cornwall, Regan % Gonerill i Bajlard ) 
andSernantt. 

Corn. Pofte fpeedily to my Lord your husband, 1 flrew 
hia ?his Letter, the Army of France is landed : feeke out 
the Traitor Gloufter. 

Reg. Hang him inftantly. 

Gon. Plucke out his eyes. 

Com. Leaue htm to my difpleafure. Edmond; keepe 
you our Sifter company : therencnges weeare bound to 
t ake vppon your Traitorous Father, are not fitfor your 
beholding. Aduicc the Duke wheteyou are going, u>a 
moft feftiuate preparation : we arc bound to tbelike.Our 
Poftesihall befwift,and intelligent betwixt vs. Fare- 
well deere Sifter, farewell my Lord of Gloufter. - 

> Enter Steward. 

HovV now ? Where's the King f 

Stew. My Lord ofGloufter hath ecnuey'd hlmhence 
Some fiueoriixaiid thirty ofhis Kntghts 
Hot Queftrlfts after him, met him at gate f 
Who, with foroc other of the Lords, dependants. 
Arc gone with him toward Doucrj where they boaft 
To haue well armed Friends. 

Corn* Get horfes for your Miftris. 

Gon. Farewell fweet Lord,and Sifter. Exit 

Corn. Sdm*ndhxtvM\\ : go fcek the Traitor Gloftcr, 
Pinnion him like a Theefe, bring hira before vs 
Though well we may not paffe vpon his life 
Without the forme ofluftice : yet our power 
Shall do a eurt'fie to our wrath,which men 
May blame, but not compcroll. 

Enter Gloucefter^nd Servants. 
Who's there? the Traitor? 

Reg : Ingratcfu!!Fox,'mhe # 

Com. Binde faft his corky armes. 

Glox. What mcanes your Graces ? 
Good my Friends confider you are my Ghcfts 5 
Do me no foule play, Friends. 

£crn* Binde him I fay. 

Reg. Hard >ard : C filthy Traitor. 

GIoh. Vnmercifell Lady,asyotrare,Vmeuone# 

Com. To this Chaire binde him, 
Villainc, thou ftialt finde. 

&ou. By the kinde Gods, 'tis moft ign^bl^ 4qic 
To plucke me by the Beard. 

J{eg. So white, and fuch a Traitor ? 

Cjlon. Naughty Ladie, 
Thefe haires which thou doft rauifh from my chin 
Will quicken and accufe thee. I am your Hoft, 
With Robbers han4^ my hofpitable fauours 

Yott 


